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Mfflf TEMPERS SLOWLY RISING, TtiE TWO MOBSTERS WTCHEP 
THE PROCEEDINGS' 
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I FIGURED IT ALL 
OUTi I USED TO 
LIVE IN THKT NEIGH- 
BORHOOD SO I KNOW 
THERE'S ONLY ONE 
COP AROUND.' AND 
HE'S GOING TO 
US MAKE OUR. 
GETAWAY 



NO COP'S A FRIEND OF MIME . BUT HE'S 
GOING TO HELP U5 WHETHER HE KNOWS 
IT OR NOT I THE WORKER5 PARK THEIR 
CARS ON A ONE-WAY STREET THERE AT 
NINE O'CLOCK IN THE MORNINGi NOT 
ANOTHER SOUL GOES UP THW BLOCK 
UNTIL THE FIVE O'CLOCK WHISTLE BLOWS! 
NOW IF WE 
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2 UNDERWORLD CRIME 

SECRET SIGNAL 




By Dee Warkill 



FW^HE phone on his desk buzzed and Lieu- 
tenant Stonewall Keene scooped it to his 
ear. It made crisp, crackling sounds. Keene said, 
"Yeh . . . yeh . . . yeh . . . got it ... on our way I" 

His bulky form rose with amazing agility 
from his chair and he took swift strides toward 
the door of the detective room, at the same 
time calling to his partner, "Come on. Jack. 
We're going after the Dirty Dozen." Detective 
Jack Quillen reached the Lieutenant on a run 
and got through the door just behind him. 

"What's the sketch?" asked Jack, as Keene 
started the speedy detective car. "Where're we 
heading?" 

"Imperial Warehouse on V/ater Street," re- 
sponded Stonewall Keene. "The Chief got a 
hot tip that the Dirty Dozen is pulling a job 
there and if we work it right, we can bottle 
them up. All scout cars are being ordered to 
the scene by radio. Code 77, you know. If the 
tip was on the level, we should pinch the whole 
gang-" 

"There'll be "shooting," said Jack Quillen in 
flat, grim tones. 

"Sure will," agreed Stonewall. "Some of chose 
boys are three-time losers and they won't give 
up easy. But don't worry. Jack. You can stay 
behind me and they'll never even see you!" 

Keene was chuckling. "It's a good thing you 
laughed when you said that," retorted Detective 
Quillen. "At that, I don't see how you've man- 
aged to live so long in this business. Anybody 
who" could hit the side of a barn could sure hit 
you !" 

The ex-football star chuckled, "Didn't you 
know? Bullets bounce off of me like Captain 
Marvel." It was true that Keene was a huge 
man, but there was no more fat on him than 
there had been when he was stopping scoring 
plays as a defensive tackle in his football days. 
And he had a brain that matched his brawn. 



If he'd never been in the way of a bullet it was 
because he was ■mart as wall at courageous. 

Keene snaked the big car through downtown 
traffic, heading down Dock Street toward Water 
Street. Scout cars were already thick around the 
Imperial Warehouse when the detective pulled 
over to the curb. Sergeant Moriano, a dark, 
handsome young man, approached the detec- 
tives from the direction of the warehouse en- 
trance and said, gloomily, "We're too late again. 
Lieutenant. They got away." 

"Any sign they were erer here? Was th* dp 
a phony Y* 

"They were here all right. Watchtmaa is 
knocked out cold and half the valuable stuff ia 
the warehouse la missing. But there's m sign 
of the Dirty Dozen J" 

"Half the stuff?" Stonewall pushed Ida hat 
back from his forehead and scratched rhcualil 
fully. "That means they were intarraptcd km 
their work. Did any of the boys ride bt here 
with sirens screaming?" 

"No, sir!" said Sergeant Mcrtan*. "We had 
out strict older* in Code 77. Everybody slid up 
as quiet as an Indian In the woods." 

"That means only one thing than," aaid 
Keene. "Little Frank has broken the police 
code. Somebody in the Dirty Dozen carries a 
portable radio to pick up police calls and as 
soon as we shoot out a code call to the scout 
cars, they get wise and scram,'' 

Sometimes there are things that the police 
"know" but can't prove. They knew that "Little 
Frank" was the leader and brains of the Dirty 
Dozen gang. Little Frank was an ex-con with 
a long police record. Nearly half of his forty 
years had been spent behind bars. Since his re- 
lease from prison six months before, the Dirty 
Dozen had operated seven successful robberies, 
always managing to slip away ahead of the 
police. And the cops were unable, officially, to 



eonnect Little Frank with the robberies. 

A week after the warehouse robbery, Stone- 
wall and Jack were cruising toward the town 
ball park, known rather pretentiously as All 
Star Field. "We got a break on this assign- 
ment," said Jack. "This is the big ball game 
of the year. The place is going to be jammed, 
but we're on duty so we get in for free." 

"It's not such a break," responded Stonewall 
Keene. "We'll probably see somebody stealing 
something and not be able to do anything about 
it." 

"Whatll they be stealing?" 
"Second base!" 

Jack Quillen was about to respond when 
Keene nudged him to silence and pointed. They 
' had gotten near the main gate of the ball field 
and uw Little Frank approaching a ticket 
window. 

"Wall," said Jack, "we won*t have to worry 
abou,t the Dirty Dozen pulling anything today. 
Prank U taking the afternoon off." 

"No he isn't! This is a job!" said Stonewall. 
"He wouldn't be coming here for pleasure. He 
JhatM baseball I" 

"Huh? How do you know?" 

"Look. If you want to catch up with a con 
Ilka that, you have to know a lot about him. 
Study his habits. I happen to know that when 
the prison team was playing for the champion- 
ship last year, he was the only man outside of 
those In solitary and sick bay who wouldn't 
watch the game. He preferred to stay in his 
cell and read! The Dirty Dozen is planning to 
stick up the ball park box office windows and 
take the fifty thousand dollars or so this game 
will likely draw." 

"What do we do? Tail him?" asked Jack. 

"No. N-no." Stonewall drawled out the two 
words thoughtfully. 'Tf we tail him he'll get 
wise and stay clear of the job while his hench- 
men do the work. Well still have nothing on 
him. And we can't risk having a gun battle in 
that park with all those innocent people in the 
stands. We have to call headquarters and have 
mm stationed by each ticket window to nab 



.D CRIME 
the robbers when they come out." 

"But how can we do that?" Jack queried. "If 
they've broken the code signals, we may tip 
them off." 

"Right," said Stonewall. "We'll try something 
different." He picked up the car phone and 
asked to speak to the Chief. When he heard 
the latter's voice he said, "Chief, this is Stone- 
wall. I hate to interrupt you when you're busy, 
coach, but I think I've won that bet from you." 

The Chiefs voice responded with, "Huh?" 
and then after a pause, a cautious, "Yeah?" 

"Yeah," said Stonewall. "I win the fifty-cent 
cigar after all. I remembered the signal. It's 
seven-thirty-two-f ourteen hike !" 

"You win the cigar," growled the Chief. 
"You've got a memory like an elephant." 

Jack Quillen looked puzzled. "What was that 
all about? I don't get it! What do we do now?" 

"We go inside and watch the ball game," said 
Keene, easing his bulk out of the car. You and 
I are going to help catch the Dirty Dozen by 
simply being in a grandstand and yelling for a 
home run." 

Jack looked puzzled, but soon his interest in 
an exciting ball game wiped all other matters 
from his mind. Around the seventh inning some- 
thing happened that distracted him. Newsboys 
began running through the stands peddling 
newspapers bearing the headline: "DIRTY 
DOZEN CAPTURED ROBBING BALL 
PARK". 

£7 TONEWALL Keene grinned at his puzzled 
partner. "As you know, the Chief used to 
be my coach when I played football. With the 
hanky-panky about a bet, I simply phoned him 
and gave him our old signal — seven-thirty-two- 
fourteen hike — which was the signal for a field 
goal. He got it. He figured out I meant the 
ball FIELD was his GOAL. He sent out enough 
men to nab the Dirty Dozen after they robbed 
the ticket offices. After all, Little Frank couldn't 
be expected to decode a football signal. He 
hated sports !" 

THE END 
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9pT WAS A BRUTAL, SAVAGELY 
EFFICIENT BEATING, AND WHEN 
IT WAS OVER, BIG JOHN MADE THE 
WHOLE POINT CRYSTAL CI ERR J 



DON'T BE A CHUMP, KIP.' 
YOU CAN GET IT 8Y THE 
BUSHELS FULL IF YOU'RE , 
SMART.' YOU WORK IN ^ THE BANK, 
A SANK, PON'T YOU ? J YES — THE 
BANK.' 
ALL RIGHT... 
ALL RIGHT — 




T DIDN'T TAKE DEANE LONG TO 
GET THE IDEA' BY THE NEXT 
NIGHT HE WAS BACK, WITH THE 
CASH 
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ON SALE AT YOUR FAVORITE NEWSSTANDS lOt 



